
Finding the Center 

 

 Pitching, 

          Bitching. 

 

    Rolling, 

           Strolling. 

 

          Yawing, 

   Flying,         Jawing. 

      Crying.    

Leaping, 

       Creeping    

Slipping, 

           Tripping.   

                       Swerving,  

                      Curving. 

     

        

              Sliding, 

                   Striding. 

           Lurching, 

           skidding, 

            veering. 

                Toward a pathway   that is nearing . . .   

                  

(and a road that’s not worth fearing) -                          Pray . . . a lesson most endearing -   

 

          That the secret lies both here – and there.      Quite possibly . . . it’s everywhere. 

 

“It’s her! It’s him! It’s them!” they cried. 

    Not so.  The Truth is here. 

 

         Inside. 
Where a Flame is softly burning. 

 While the Truth is slowing turning.  

  Over. 

    And under. 

       And in . . .  

          and out. 


